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CEORGE SAND and

By PHILIP MOELLER,
Author of "Madame Sand.”
[ LIKE writing about famous peo-

ple bacause T find famous people
fascinating, fascinating lm‘uun'
they nre so charmingly Imperfect,
Nothing I# =0 Interesting to a drnma-
tist—If for & moment T may call my-
ef a dromatist--as Imperfiet hu-
magity. It {5 because of the breaks,
the infinite little human irregularities,
that a character becomws part of the
multifarious reality of life and noi
puppet, unsearred and painted out
with perfections that ane can by at
& toy shop provided one have the duli
dasire or the paliey piries

(me of thees daye 1 am going 1o
write A play abvnt tho immortads. The
ttle ls plready chinken:  “The Shudy
Bde of Olympus” or "The dealougior
of Juno. It I8 to he a comedy about

those people who were gods, those uns |
goessed children of Foave Adam |
who sought Olympns as thelr pienie |
gound  and  gossipod  through  the |
lunehean hour about that trlyinl hauble

alled eternity, I1U's a fine theme, 1|
sk, erowded with laughtor, hecause

many sn ancient glory may become a

mode iy NONE NEe

Time ig the ialescope through \\hllhl
one soo s all, Instuncee s the teue dis- i
yverer.  Imoagine how  finy  Mount
Yiverest must uppear from afay! The
palnt of view g the real proportioner
How Uttln serm the great!  How great |
the Niile’  And thut f= why 1 like to)
#ee thesn grent ones through the tele- |
soopo of 1ime.

It ts w0 comforting tu us others,
to uy little people, this hwndred years
vietn of kindly disillusionment, Can
o sine anything more  stupld
than i man on o pedestal?  The only
; g sesting things ubout Baint
forever on top a col-
marketplace —were his in-
voand Wl dirr, Lift a man
or 4 <haractire from his Importance
ond st his one Hying breath he will
ey T Lok tiod T am down,”

nnd

Blmeen =
Tmn oin ¢
earern lien

qeel

Just n Woman.

T len tink CGeorge SBand for an
Inktant ever thought of her pedestal.
Bhe nav oo plose to the heart of

things. 4 woman wlio could stop In
The mlilst i pussiondate embrace to
siraiEhtoy the leg of a broken chaip:
B waorman vould  risk— perhaps
iars ¢ Jover's disillusionment
by belag foond wt 4 in the morning.
L nannel wrapper crowned

w o

DAY

wih gl papers, poking up 0 garret
fit', 0 woman who could write a
hundred Yooks and Jove a hundred
lovers: a woman with so varfed n
Uersry entbolicity that on the one
fand she could translate into  her
Lmpd Fronch “Unele THhm's Cabin"

&d on the other “As You Like It"; a
woman w oo, with all the celebrities
o ohwer e shent much of the timea
of her mollowed fTame making marion-
#es for her wan's theatre;, a WoOmMAD

Whi eould dress as o man and love
LL L owomnan loves; . woman
:'h-\ crowiled o milllon humanities
ity oo woinun'a heart-—she was too
BFPeat 1 mportant, tno magnifi-
v ! to Le anything but
L r

Vor in v+ 1 gought out George at
B tie yitel of hor romantic
ifs Just bLroken from the
Quis nt whers as a child she
Mraye fnr ra in the woods reading
Wisen . 1 don't believe sho could
Wave Leory pyope than 12 years old be-
fore mradunted from the nhock-
Mg “Conferrana” which even to-day
‘::‘ n Ay s supposed to bo found

i

f

£ in punlie bus

Wworne L htaken from Nohant and

t thyvadlyre restrictions of

Romarr ol Yfe, Decsuse her husband
Bt liee whe was 1o beat back at life.
I ® she camn to Paris to try out
FOVETAL Lovers us well as a literary
AT and 1o decide on literature and
II Miksit Loy sternity. This De Mus-

W + khort eternity, Indeed,
f montha or sn; then came

B otuignly

Page!!

| ton years to ses this tifough and to
| survive the passions and the
the petulancles and
to murvive all
ling
Journals that to-day would tore one
for the pains of reading. autoblogra~
! #hiles most interesting when they are
least nuthentic: writing, writing, writ-
| Ing.
1ving.
heat of intensity,
into u e and sdll holding on to the
SAVINE Erave

CHOPIN

e Affairs Perfect

way= In love with evervone, thoups

she never Wnew (1) and then Chopia
who was her Just reward becanse =08
needed, heaven knows, the consolation
of his music,

First of the Feminists, |
And ut $he end Chopln and a good

pains,
the paroxysme;
writing. writing, writ-
novels that to-day Jdon't matter,

what I= nore important, '
living, living, st tha whitest
crowiding everything

Lt

of sanity and the cleans-

Ing glowy of froe laughter. *he wan |
whale generation of women in her- |
uolf, the first of the [ s, 50 far |
beyond hep time tnat to-day are

We Wine to ¢iiteny up with: her

Indesd it has always aeemed omas-

Ing to e that our present day femin-

Ists kave not more definitely recog-

niged In George Sand one of the early |
high priestesses of many of their |
dreams and aspieations, if not the |
first, Tt (s almost Impossible to im.

agine thut she hias thus been neglected |
bersuee of what mizht be called the |
tmmorality of her 1ife. As Mr. Hop.

kins hax written in the introduction |

of the publle version of my play: !
luomly  w  sensualist conld call her |
seourge a physlenl one'  She was |

perpetunily seeking- what? What the |
dissatisfied  wre  always  seeking—an
answer 1o the riddle of life,

My interpretation of her love affalrs
{s that fundamentally they did not
really matter. No wompn whn really
gave her life, her soul and her heart
tn such a passionate seguence of
passionate adventures could have sur-
vived in work. With George they

WNTED &y

MRS. FISKE and ALFRED CROSS.

Biographical Comedy ot Fanious Writ-
ers Life and Lov
Vehicle for Mrs.Fiske'sRare Talent

seemed to me
reality was g0 much richer than any
Inventive twist 1 could give the facls.

comedy.”
sounds snobblish,
high or low alout real
just a knowing glimpse of life.

wore the safety valve for the letting
off af superflilons energs.

They were not a real part of the
marvellous machine fiteslf, that ma-
chinn whieh never rhissed n cog or
slipped (is gear, that machine which
was olled by a superbly controlled de-
termination to Jive life at lis fullest,
g0 that while saperficiaiiy
dying of the disillusion of a shattered
passion, fupdamentally she Was re-
acting to the hlow of defeat with &
gesture of survival and triumph.

Swinbarne's Epigram.

She was one of the most womanly of
women and at the same time ono of
thie bravest of men, The Britannica

too delicious to remain forever hidden
in the uninviting profundity of an en-
cyclopedin, Referring to the De
Munsset incldent, Lie wrote:

“Alfred was e terrible fiirt and
George didn't behave like a perfect
gentleman.”

Na, she didn’t, and therein lies the
richness of her work. Hhe behaved al-
ways ns lifa wanted her to behave, dis-
regarding the little code of the moment
or the squinting. envious glance of dis-
approval. Bhe lived as only the great
can live—in the full sense of the mo-
ment's necesally, giving to life what
life doemanded and surviving any
jemloud stricture of defame. Bhe
dared 1o be, and that is why she i to-
day and to-morrow and to-morrow's
MOrrow. '

As 1 wrote my play Mrs. Fiske was
always leaning over my wshoulder.
Bure!y & woman of thls calibre must
be realized by a woman of that. The
combination proved inevitable. When
Husan Glaspell, the suthor, heard that
Mrs. Hake was to 4o my play she
wrote ma, saying: "“You were right
to Introduce them, Those LWO Women
will get on well togethar.”

And Indeed they have. The duet of
George and Mrs. Flske has indeed
bten wonderful, filled for me with end-
less delight. Of course, I hops the
publie will come to love Georgs and
Sra. Fizke's characterization of my
famous heroine an I do,

My play Is an experiment In the
theatre. I have written a blographlcal

oy Mgl L Michel de Bourge.
o [ Yo Ieft out of my play to-
3 Lol nerhings some ten or MAY

ri (flcorge woas als

comedy. 1 have let the actual reality
of life inform the actlon, because it

tion.

the play occurs in the first act, which

credits Bwinburne with a mot which is

dumb, desolate levels.

that in thls {nstance

My play has been  called “high |
I don't llke the term. It
There Is nothing |
comedy—It's |

For-

haps here and thers 've seen inta this
| We ur George through
| glans

the pleaming
of Taughter. And if my pley
meets with 4 wide approval no one
will be more amazed than T, and il
it does It will be hecnuse of twa chief
reasons: firet, the pregnant richness

of my subject, and, nerhaps even more, |

1 the: rare beauty and muthority of Mres,
slia was |

Fiske's realisslivie of miy best iInlen.

George Sand Componing.
One of thoe mast brilllant &tenea in

in lnld In George Sand's apartment in
Paris. The guesta arn Alfred de Mus-

!lll. (who might be described aa her |

SAND" C

Fatill 1
 make chapter tive

A

LLSH

current lover and fivin whom one
gathers he is about to part, each belng
roady to pive the other up In an’
agony of renunciation), Helnrich Helne {
and Buloz, CGeorge's publisher. They |
aro all at supper. Here In A moment
or two of thelr deligious tulk:

Ghrorge—im vers tired, |

(Rhe lovks Jovinely at Alfred.)

Ay soul has boen sapped to-day. but
I must work, That's the one wny of |
forgetting. Bix  ohaplers—and 1

haven't yet platiped the fourth,
Wi sits for o mwomest in
thought eating radishes)

1'll bring In this farewell
Why not, wiy not, 1 ask you? My
storice are the mirrar of my life, |
Though 1 write with my heart's blood,
must write, The supper will

decp

supper. |

(She begins iImprovising)

After the opera this lttie farowell |
feast, Bitter herbs and tears, |

({=he beging eating the anlon mnp'
s she talke) l

Waiting to
By PATRICK MacGILL.
Author of “The Great Push.” l
N the first place It was impossible

l for the men to aleep, for the |
night was cold, with a chilling |

wind that plerced the soldiera to the |8 i nerve trying ordeal under any | Log.

bone, biowing In gusts across tho |

_;f\-t—t‘a‘ck t ;_I\:{c_)s-t Tf;/ing Or=deaT

gloom, undulated, then died awss', The
Germans wers sending up star ghells !
over thelr lines, trvlng to fAnd out |
what the obhscure night was cloaking
In s depthie |

The walting for the dawn of battle |
Iut to out in No

condltlons, walt

[SPLAY

sae

oot
MRS FISKE as
GEORGE SAND and
JOUN DAVIDSON

MRS FISKE as
GEORGE SAND and.
JOWN DAVIDSON &5

|

For weoks, Oilvia has refused 1o reo |
Raymond, but that night at the opera |
to the divine stralns of Donizett! their !
eyes have met, 1

(8he leans toward Helne) |

Huave You ever tsated such supuerb
onlon moup, Helne? Where wis 17

(A moment and then she reciptures |
lier theme.)

Oh, yes! Raymond has Inft his
hox and comes over to Olivia's Iler
halr ia dark as night In the Apen-
ninea, L]

iThen very madly):

Wa might have seen the Apennines,
Freddo—if—

The ghostly lights of the night |
flared, died and flared up again. A
dull rustle could be heard as a4 mun |
&lld vut from the elush, placed his rifle
in & more secure position and covered
the breech mechanism with a sand-
In 4 lttle while It would be
nevded, w0 it was hest to bhe careful

The cold rain | Maw's Land, In shell craters tiled with | about the action of the weapdn thiat

that had suddenly begun to fall was : muck. round which the guns of warwere  would shield him from death at dawn

filling the shell craters to the brim |
and drenching the boys In khakl who

incessuntly drumiming, was terreible,
The: soldiers lay in o tomb that was |

Thoere was a moment's silence and
the wind seemed to die down, Near

lay there walting for the Nft of night |opening and pulilng Ita victims Into 118 | e first tenanted line of craters a

and the order to advanpe.

It was imposaible to move. If a man
changed his poaltion In the slush it
meant that he shifted Into a quarter |

unclean depths, The mud sucked the |
men in ke s gulcksund; the fHth rose
greedily, clutching the prone Agures

and trying to draw them into its em- |

stur shell rose in air, and profiting by
Its light an oficer got to his feet and
looked at & map which showed the ob-
jective of the coming attack. A man

of the shell craler that his body had | biace. Woe to the man who fell axlecp | pour him looked at a luminous wrist |

not warmed., The beat plan for a man
who had any’ partiality for physical |
comfort was to lle still "

To go out on the felds and walk |
round was not to be thought of, The
German guns were churning the earth
near at hand; the vicious machine
guns snapped at the sodden flelds In
their blind search for men. For the
numb soldlers to remain still in their
eramped positions was a great trial, |
but it was a trial which they could
endure with a certaln forbsarance and
patience, for on the quiescence of the
individual depended the succesa of tho
morrow's enterprise,

The night was gray and ghostly.
Bomewhere above the clouds a moon,
almost full, was In hiding. At mo-
ments a flash appeared through the

there!

But some of the meh were alaeep, |
Ivlng on the rim of the crater with |
sandbage which they hurrledly Alled |
with mud In front of themm. Nothing |

| evuld he soen hut thelr fuces, white as

eorpses  walting  for burial. Thelr
khak! was In keeping with the neutral
color of the night,

Now and agaln when a shell burst
near at hand the bare bayonets shane
brightly and glinted buck the flame of
the explosion. And this light also
showed up the craters and their muddy
water, the helmets sticking out of the
mucit nnd the Agurea of men lying In
fantastic attitudes on the field. Home,
no doubt, were dead, but all looked the
sama in the sudden Aashes which Ut

up the scene of War,

witteh,

*Two hours yel," he grumbled, and
sank Into the ground again.

Out of the night a group of men ap- |
pearod, They came from the back area
and carried jars under their arms
One of thesse men-—he looked s mere

shafow In the night—approached a |
shell hole and knelt down on the rim. | the world,
Placing the jar on the soft earth, he

looked roupd snd whispered ons mag-
ical word:

"Rum!"

He 4id not repeat It. Once was
enough. The shell hole becams wlive
and a dosen men dimly outlined In the
darkness rose to their feet, the water
squelohing from thelr boots, From the
darkness other forms crawled In; they

| phrase, fsn't LT

|

Alfred—"I1" 1s 1lim epitaph un the|
toinb of opportiuity
reorgn  fputiing

WO must bw biraso.
itApother loving glance and then she
Koed on with hor story.)

tiim  band)—Dear, l

There, tn tho shadow of har bex,
whilst i melting music woos the
r Htarg-—

(Suddenly #hes Sumpas up from the

talile aud brings pane:

from her weling Jdesk  Writing, she
repents)

Whilst the melting musle wood the
BUArH-—ROIne  pilper

There Is & hurried

. [ ]
in All the War

Tn the midst of hastily spoken ques-
tiona and whispered answers mess
ting wery stretehed out and the re-
viving liguid was emptied into them.

“What time ¥ it now?"’ somebody
Inguired, nnd a Lead bent down toward
u luminous wrist watch,

“Ilve minutes to flve'
nnEwoer

“Another hour and we'll he getting
ready for the high Jump,” a man
mumbied in his tness tin, *“And not a
Lit too goon elther, I'm slck of walt-
g

“Fighting ¥ all right,” & mun re-
marked. “Hut I¥ing liKke this for hours
on end Is no fun, I'm telling you”

He spoke truly. The eternal walt-
Ing {4 no fun. Tt I8 the most trylng
ordeal In the profession of war

The bayonet chiarge, the quick rmid
and the hand to hand fight each has
Ka moment when wmen forget thems-
relves and dars and do Nitg things, In
thesa Incldents the glory of man
flashes out for a moment nnd dazzles
But the wurth of a people,
of a nation, makes {tself mora manifest
in the bearing, Lehavior and endur-
ance of lis sonna In face of extreme dif-
flcultios, under terrible conditions of
axistence,

A great motive power austains these
men In these moments, and this motive
powsr 18 patriotlam and devotion to
duty, The great soul of Britaln
shines with redoubled lustre over the

wns the

were men who had heard the message.

[}

drab battl«fleld of muddy Flanders.

| Grops. W
'a note of this.)
| Lo Bay

]ond.

| has Leen hunting tigera o the Pyre-

[ AT

ik mnd pen | ! Then she goes on)

i:‘ull mir ho

und her brow. (Sho makes
Yes, s will go to Raymond, but—
farewell. That ought to make
a gvod ending for chapter four,

Heine (Arvly)—Yas, very, if It's the

George—Chapter five. Hor husband

Bulsz—RBut nre thers Any tgers in
the I'yrenees?

George—What A@iffererces does that
maks? Aren't there giraffea in the

n"

{Huloz consoles himself with his |
fiah.)
Sentiment mnd Sapper.
Lroorgn
white
Buloz)

(unruflied)—FHer husband,
hunting tigers. (A wiance at
Ia the salmon nlce and frarh? |

tigers las been wounded. Chapter five |
trings lLilm back to Paris. At an inn |
un the way he has seduced Carmella,

Bulng-—charming | & peasant girl

Buloz (methodieally)—f couran!

Helne—Is thera a peasant girl
Burepe that hasn't been scduced?

George  (undisturbed)—He  brings |
with him @ Spanlah dugger bought at |
Burgos.

Altred (eatehing her spirit)—From
& stall near the sunburnt cathedral

George—Sunburnt eathedral—that's
a charming phrase, Freddo, (She jmu‘

1ni

It down.)
Alfred (playtully)—Flaglailst]
George (patting his hand)—Dariing

He arrives at his home It Is past]

midnight, Madame (s out. ITn her|

finds Naymond's handker- |

nounce tha next instalment.
Alfred—Why, have wa declded to
part?
Qeorge—Wa?

in Europe. (He takes her hand.)

George (looking deep into his eyes)
—=We must lexrn to live alons, Preddo
—alone, (8he presses his hand to her
lips.)

{Buloz sits watching them,)

Heiue (asnide  to  Bulos)—Dan't
worry, she won't stop writing.

Bhe always seses tham through to the

end.
George—But you musn't Interrupt
me, Freddo.

(Then choking back her soba)

AN EXPERIM

golng to
1 12

the nltuble finger

1 call hiin 'reddo becatuss we wora
Italy togother. Whero wos

(Recalling )
The rain has cvasml

as DP PAGE[‘O (There is @ rlight disturbance In
the kitehen)
e > J Hulig— 8l —ba qul M s im
L 1 g
L Vasd sl Lol yer, sho will go o lus T g e »
vasariments, that very night, for thielr & " Bl deting Ly o4z 1
last supper togsther Thelrs—und~ | gaelet (=he PRI |
rs — Froddo—aours, Goopge s msea) winklivie T
fhe chiokes b a sob.) P aslenon with pianr)-—Thee o i
Helne (the tension getting on BB ke wupranda togethier in e saooniiaht
nerves) —1 think 1 will open the win- | Alfred -What wo { e ran .‘
o :dm-:. i.'n»-\ru.--::' do i I werat fur th
Grorge  (continuingr—8he has OF- ) ymaanhieht
dered Lier couchinan to drive through - THALH WS (Teoree; not
the Bois.  Shie must think, her brudn ! - L
pulsiw ke Vesuviuw Georga (obhvipusiyy - hns eape
(8he plves 4 qulek glance in Alfred's Fomwe t poot y ", .
direciior. He slit# gadly examining the | sou bns foreotic .'||-- t ‘,' e
'hottom of @n empty glaes Shy goes i o T e iy i r:'_ :
on Uiy b~y o R TR e el e
Vesuvius? Aren't there any ollves, | :;.;; kol MR- TInEorE: gf the
Rosalle? Passion masters her, Where Heine loniine ol Lt .
: Al iy 1ewenich ] gulokly pa hae
tare the alives, Rosalle breaks his Lroad Ve all of us! We
(Continues) Tt has btegun to raln Jig at the end oot r-l-:-‘vlmh- .a and
Bhe lenns from the window, The great | . ov. wiints wid =rienttns I'.-_;-_,' ‘r(-1\:\

of the gods.  All, all

of us—even you, Gourge—eavan you!

Bright Saxings Prom Play,

Hern ara somio frugtasnts of the
unusually hrillinnt dinlorue;

Helne—Do M t Lus o splendld
past ahead of hWim oand bedides, he's
i poet, a poet soniied In absinthe and
dried In pnoonsiige.

DR
Helne — Life {« o scesaw and lovs

swings the plank

N0 sSwWeal,

| is nothing
| mitted tha onm sin a woman oannot

Alfred—I might have persuaded you | CAUSht

lite we might bave led together phil. |81 ta teach v
asoplifelng under all the chestnut trees | 7Y

l

Every |
novel to George 18 & new love affulr, | ever.

- - L ]

1 always mistrust you
rdown youure apt to he
Lool, desp enough in tears,
there's lnughter und, deap enough in

Georga BEnnd
pessimists. [

laughter, tears,

Helne—FHe !4 heginning to realize

Whilse hunting | that virtue ix 115 own disappainiment

George HEnnd--Need o ths only tra-

| dition | ackhnowiedgn

. - -
nd =it takes generations
niteman, but 1t takes only

mitHe A gerneration,
- . L]

GroTge H
10 mike i B
ones man t
Band—The

GeoTRe gold he fNung

Lahout him, thint mattared Mttin—1 could

| write, writew  The Incessant drink—I
|f‘:ﬂ."-|\f- i that
Pagellp-—And the hallat dancer?
George SBand—That too my friand

Do you think thot mutterad?
-nothing. but

All that

he hns coms

forgiva. He has ceasad
L] L] L]

Paul de Museget— Helne tnld me 0

love ma

chief, He recognlaes the crest. Mean- | 50 oS
while the lovers are at supper: How | '8 ¥ou. Alfred. that hell 'a the place
do you ke ft, Buloz? | where the satizfled compured disap-
u il Tilos st
Huloz— That's Just the place to anp-| Polotments

- L] -
Alfred da Musnet - T.!fn Inye the trad
of Inve and ws, panr human fonla am™
crowding, crowding and walting to b

to give up writing novels, t * ' .
Buloz—Nonsense! | Goorge Kard -Thern 18 no euch
Alfred—Then think of the bilwsful]|thing as fote Thut ix what life has

Finta I1a tha death
of the coward

- L L
L]

hove lsarned

in =0 uniovaly

LAszt-—Geprge, 1
from 1ife that r
na the thing

thing
oann o love,

- . .
Liszt—Why, nny mun knowa that
love & over tho duy waman bagina
telllng herself that 1 wtll last for-

[ ] L] L ]

Georgs Eunid 1o Chopin) —Your art
Is the most fragile of all the urts, Tt
Is born of tho moment pnd us 1t Hvee
it dlen LS




